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bitch that France is getting tired of them." He balanced his
glass in his hand as if he were about to throw its contents at St.
Simon's face. Then he looked at it again, and saw that he had
already emptied it down his own throat. He returned to the
table to refill it from the half-depleted carafe. "Ohe!" he
shouted. "Last drinks! Last stage before Paris! No stragglers,
and no falling out. There were five hundred and one of us that
paraded on the Cannebiere a month ago, and there are going to
be five hundred and one to answer the roll-call outside the
Tuileries to-morrow ... or, by God, I'll know the reason
why!"

They obeyed their leader: one could hardly speak of officers
among such a motley crew. They were of the kind that does
not think of discipline in terms of uniformly polished buttons.

In a minute or two the last glasses were drained, the human
teams with naked backs had harnessed themselves to the guns.
The whole column was forming with more than military
precision along the centre of the road. Their southern faces,
tanned to a golden-brown, were turned towards Paris. It was
not till they were well under way, not till the last of the five
hundred was swinging past the inn garden, that they began to
lift their voices in the song that was to carry the name of
Marseilles into every quarter of the globe.

St. Simon watched them out of sight. Since he had taken to
rags, he had learnt how to endure being ignored, and even
insulted, by anyone with a louis in his pocket, anyone with
recognised work to do. But it was harder to watch those guns
go past and remember that one had once been an artilleryman,
had once helped to batter Yorktown into surrender. The
Marseillais had discipline, but they were clearly amateurs with
their guns. St. Simon sighed as he sat down with Doctor
Guillotin to a pleasanter little dinner than he had tasted for
months.

He was strangely silent as he ate it, glancing every now and
then along the dusty road. The doctor chattered about the
weather, about the bad housing in the Paris suburbs, about
anything and everything that might awake the interest of his
moody companion. Before they had arrived at dessert, he
gave up the attempt to draw sociability from the Socialist, and